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FRICA has been picturesquely named
the "Dark Continent," but it might
now be more appropriately called

the "Bloody Continent." A few years
ago it was dark in the sense that Europe¬
ans knew little about it. Since they have
shed th^ir light upon its remotest places It
has been turned into a land of bloody
strife and turmoil from end to end.
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A number of bloody outbreaks, of such
a character as to interest even Americans
unconcerned with European policy, help
to call attention at this moment to the per¬
petual condition of Africa. It is hardly to
be doubted that this condition will con¬
tinue until all the warlike races of Africa-
are exterminated or reduced to the condi¬
tion of hopeless subjection.
There are three great regions of Africa

which are of supreme interest at this mo¬
ment. They are the Egyptian Soudan,
Abyssinia and South Africa. To the first
two places belong the distinction that Eu¬
ropeans have suffered there about as much
as the natives.
A strong Egyptian expedition, under

British officers, has started down the Nile
to attempt to reclaim the Soudan from the
Mahdi, who rules in absolute despotism at
Khartoum. The dervishes and Mahometan

Desert tribes who
maintain the Mahdi's
power, believe that
he is the direct rep¬
resentative of Mahom¬
et, and In fighting for
him lies their only
hope of heaven. The
Soudan is a vast re¬

gion Jylng to the
south of Egypt,
bounded on the East
by the Bed Sea, and

losing Itself in the Sahara De~ert on th«
W est.
The Soudanese tribes are a mixture of

African and Arab blood. They fight with
a recklessness whic hcan only come of a

yearning for the hereafter, and look Into
a gun barrel as calmly as Into a horse's
mouth. Thousands of English and Egyp¬
tians were killed in the last Soudanese
campaign, only to be miserably defeated
In the end. General Gordon, who had a
genius for handling native races, was
killed when Khartoum was captured, and
some of the men most experienced In Af¬
rican affairs were lucky to escape wltli
their lives. The Mahdi's power Is now In¬
creased and centralized, and trouble fo*
the British expedition is certain.
Southeast of the Soudan lies the im¬

mense region which includes the Italian
colony of Erythrea and the Empire of
Abyssinia, which the Italians are attempt¬
ing to annex with disastrous results to
themselves.
King Menelek, the de facto Emperor of

Abyssinia has inflicted defeat after defeat
on the Italians. In the last great reserve
In which the Italians suffered the number
of killed is reported to have been 7,000.
Menelek had previously behaved with great
magnaminlty toward the Italians. He Is
said to be a good Christian, and his coun¬

try has been Christian and civilized in a

rough way since the earliest centuries of
the church. He only seeks to retain the
central part of his own laud, leaving an

immense colony on the Red Sea to th®
Italians, but to which he has a better right
than they. But "the national honor" of
Italy requires that the war be pressed.
While a British expedition Is going down

the Nile to the Soudan, a Belgian em-"'
tion from the Congo Free State. jich has
an outlet ou the West coast of Africa, has
started for the same region. This expedi¬
tion has been reinforced by Houssas, na¬

tive troops from the British colony of
Sagos, also on the west coast. The Bel-
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PRJ\GTIGJiL JOKES
OF JT CLEVER VENTRILOQUIST.
Mr. Jlartley Writes of Maqy

Funny Exploits aqd Jlis
Odd Experiences Jlere aijd

There ground the TWn.
Hammersteln's big Olympia was thronged

the other evening., when I strolled in.
Not a seat wa3t.tQ. be had at the Olympia.
that night. Wlii'.c awaiting for the curtain
to go up I amused myself at the expense
of a part of the audience standing about
me.

"Hats off I" I shouted as from afar off.
A hundred hats were doffed.
"Everybody sit down!" I next called in

a voice which, I gathered from the ex¬

pressions on the faces of those near by;
came from the stage. Instantly the bal¬
cony tiers responded. All sat down but
one man who hugged the brass rails, and
who, doubtless, thought that to surrender
his position for a moment meant a su¬

preme effort to recover it.
"The gentleman standing up will sit

down!" I called again. He moved about
uneasily.
"Sit down!" I commanded peremptorily,

while the crowd around him urged him to
obey. He stood his ground.
By this time the commotion had at¬

tracted the patrons of the boxes and the
tipper tiers. Ill a voice loud enough to be
heard In any part of the immense the¬
atre I cried:
"John, go up in the second tier, and

tell that man with the white overcoat to
Sit down!"
"Say, do you hear that up there? If you

don't sit down, I'll go up there and put you
out!" He sat down instantly, amid the
laughter of the audience. He was an ob¬
stinate subject, but I mastered him.

A GAS PIPE THAT TALKS. A
v

An unused gas pipe leads to the waiting-
room of the "L" road station at One Hun¬
dred and Thirty-fifth street and Eighth
avenue. It has served as a medium for
great amusement to the numerous road
patrons, who frequently may be seen there
on stormy nights, after leaving the trains,
taking up the warfnth of the generous red-
hot stove preparatory to setting out for
their homes across town.
The innocent old gas pipe already has a

history. I have had many a poor fellow
shouting at it till one would think the
lower lobes of his lungs must be rent. The
illusion is very easily carried out with
the aid of a confederate, who opens the
eeance with an observation which runs
like this:
"Do you know, Mr. Hartley, that this

pipe is connected with a telephone wire
which runs over the top of this station?
We' have discovered that you can call upanybody here by tapping on thisi pipe."My confederate, by way of illustration,then lightly taps the pipe. The rest is
plain sailing for me.

I have often invoked the aid of that
pleasant-faced young operator at the sta¬
tion, John H. Collins. An amusing inci¬
dent In which one Ward proved the buttof my ridicule happened only a fewweeks ago. Ward is an extra gateman atBleecker street. He had just posted theporter at tho "chopper" while he at¬tended to the fire in the waiting-room.Like many others he wanted to hear thetelephone. He knocked smartly at thepipe and placed his ear close up to it."Whom do you wish to speak with?"asked Collins.
"With Dickson, down at BleeckerStreet," replied Ward.
"All right," Sakl Collins in the samebreath, calling:
"Hello, Dickson!" The work of my con-lederate here ceased.
"Hello!" I called In the telephone voice.I» that you, Ward?"

"Yes. Hello, Dickson! Hello, hello,
hello! Well, is that you Dickson? Wait a
minute."
Then aside to those present he remarked:

"Well, upon my word, if this thing hap¬
pened a hundred years ago we would have
all been hanged."
Resuming his conversation with the sup¬

posed Dickson, he observed: "Say, Dick¬
son, I'll be down at 12 o'clock. I can
hardly believe my senses that I am talk¬
ing with you. It's over an old gas pipe
here I am talking."Then the poor fellow glued his ear to
the pipe, and held his overcoat, lapel to
his ear. so that lio sound could escape.
"Say, Ward, can you hear me?" came the
voice. "Yes; I can recognize your voice."
"Say, Ward, what time is it?" "Eight
o'clock." "What time will you be down?"
"Twelve o'clock." "What?" "Twelve

o'clock," echoed Ward. I can never resist
the temptation to worry my victim, so in
a voice almost inaudible, I called: "Hello.
Ward, what time did you say you would
be do\vn?"
"Twelve o'clock," shouted Ward.
"I can't hear you."
"Twelve o'clock," shrieked Ward, and

he rapped 011 tho pipe, as if to restore to
the wires some dormant voltaic energy.

"I can't hear you," I called again.
"Speak loufler."
"Twelve o'clock, twelve o'clock, Do youhear that? T-w-e-l-v-e!" thundered Ward.

He had grown hoarse from shouting.
"Oh, yes, I understand," said the sup¬posed Dickson. I will look for you at

twelve. Good-by."
"Good-by," said Ward. "I'll be there,Dickson."
An amusing climax to the Ward episodehappened the next night that Ward was

assigned to the station. He had not. been
let into the joke yet. Operator Collins
was much alarmed when he heard from
his inner office a loud pounding in the
waiting room. He rushed out to learn the
cause of the unusual noise. There he be¬
held poor Ward belaboring the gas pipewith a poker, shouting between the blows:
"Hello, Dickson!"

FUN WITH A TAILOR.
H. Lundstedt shares his tailor shop with

the little button store of L. Caumont, on
William street, near Beekman. If he ever
knew of ventriloquism before, he had, upto the-time I entered his store one day last
week, quite forgotten it.
"Lundstedt!" I called from the roof. His

face assumed a very serious look, and he
listened attentively, as if doubting that he
heartf his name called.
"Lundstedt, come up here. I want youto measure me for a suit of clothes!"*
"Where are you?" he replied, breakingthe stern aspect of his expressive face.
"Here 011 the roof. Come up here." .

VA1I right," and he donned his coat and
hat and started out in "quest of his sup¬posed customer.
"Hey! Go back and get your rule and

tape," the voice cautioned him, having ob«
served that he left them behiud.
He laughingly obeyed, then hurried out,entered the hall around tho corner and as¬

cended the stairs to the several floors of
the building. He searched high and low,but his customer failed to materialize.
After a fruitless search in the stores

next door, he returned in disgust to his
store, while I, observing htm about to en¬
ter, answered to his supposed toriuearor:What? Yes. Mr. Lundstedt has Just
gone up to see you." |At this point he en¬
tered the door and heard me call back in
answw.
"Ah! Here he is now:*'
"Confound it!" ^-ejaculated Lunstedt."I've been all over the neighborhood!There's nobody wants me!"
"Lundstedt!" I called. No res;ponse."Lundstedt!" He trained his oar in thedirection of the sound, which seemed to

come from, the celling or the vail.
"Lugdstedt!" I fepeated. Slowly he tip¬toed about around the room, 1 lacing his

car to the cracks in
the wall, in the mean¬
while rapping on the
pa/rtitlon. " L ivn d
stedt!" came the
voice from the stove
pipe running along
the ceiling. He
thought he had at
last located the
source of the sound,
and thereupon bound¬
ed over the counters
ot the open end,
where one or two
joints had been re¬
moved.
"Hey!" yelled Lund¬

stedt lustily. "Come
down and show your¬
self!" while he smil¬
ed in a way that
seemed to say: "At
last I've got him!"
"I'm on the tenth floor,'

reply.
"I guess he doesn't hear me," remarked

Lundstedt to those in the store, forgetting
that there were not one-half of ten stories
in the building.
"Likely," I observed. "You had better

answer louder." adding, as from the pipe:
"What did you say?"
"Come down. What is

Where Is your office?"
"Did you speak to me?" I called in the

faintest tone.
"Yes; I can't tell where you are. I am

willing to go to your office/' he replied,
with all the energy he could afford to part
with.

came back the

your number?

A REAL SPEAKING- TUBE.
Mr. F. N. Bunger is the owner of a hotel

bearing his name 011 upper Lenox avenue.
His place has been the scene of many ludi¬
crous episodes, wherein the genial Fred
figured as the Inciter of mischief.
Fred is a great favorite among his

friends, and takes and gives a joke with
becoming grace. He determined to get
square on certain friends in a way thai
would leave no doubt as to who was the
most practical in perpetrating a joke. So
one Saturday evening he said to me: "Say.
Mr. Hartley, come over to my place. I
want to get even on some jokers who have
been making life a burden to me." I con¬
sented, on condition that, if discovered, he
would guarantee me full immunity from
the attacks of the victims.
"You see." he said. "I have put in a

speaklug tube leading to the "upper floors. I
want you to run my party up against it,
and make them thiiifc they are talking to
some one." It so happens that this is one
of the easiest of all my exploits, for it re¬

quires the use of that voice resembling the
sound we hear over a telephone. I stood
quietly smoking and chatting with a
friend near the tube, w1hju a loud call Is¬
sued apparently from the tube. Bunger
immediately responded and called back:
"What do you want?"
"Is Frank Horn there?" c.ame the voice

from the tube. Mr. Horn "bit" with alacri¬
ty, and, going over to the tube, cried out:
"Yes; here I am!"
"Who is there with you?" Horn gave the

names of Cre&er, Stone, Harkins, Nelson,
Rogers, Mertens, Haines, Simpson, Dale
and Morris.
"Very well. Now, we are going to give a

quiet little card party, and we want you
all to come up. Tell the others to wait.
You come up right away," piped the voice
from the tube.
"All right!' he cried, and off he went.

The voice was heard by ail in tl.'e room,
and ohe by one I called all the or 'ers up
to the tube, and one by one they > tlekly
made for the uppe.- floors.

It so happened t.»at the families >ove
knew nothing about the affair, but hen
they saw the halls the flat fllliis up
with strange men the> all rushed do\ to
learn the cause. ^The joke was too much or poor Fred, a nd
he rolled on the floor in his merrimeut, I

softly stole a<Vay, but from across the
street I heard loud peals of laughter, which
seemed to leave no doubt that Fred had
got square on his friends.

MISS "A CASE OF PINTS."
John Bertram is the proprietor of the

big entertainment hall at the corner of
Fulton street and Brooklyn avenue, Brook¬
lyn. There is a telephone connected with
liis place. I had just concluded an enter¬
tainment given by the Bravura Council,
Royal Arcanum, and was the guest of
honor at a pleasant repast given by its
members. By my side were Joseph Carey,
the mimic; James McKernan, ihe popular
song writer; Frank Harrigan, Harrison and
Wheeler, Mays and Hunter, the banjo
kings, and other lesser lights, known in
the higher class of vaudeville talent. I re¬
solved my "toast" into an exploit, and poor
Bertram was the victim.
"Bertram!" called a .voice from the tele¬

phone. "Hello, Bertram!"
"Hollo, hollo!" responded Bertram in

good Teutonic dialect, as he filtered the
room. "Who is it?"
"Sind sie da?" inquired the voice.
"Ya; was wollen sie babe?" roared Ber¬

tram.
"Send over a case of pints," ordered the

voice.
"Where are you?" asked. Bertram.
"Right away," said the voice.
"I say, where shall I send it?"
"All right; I'll wait for you," ''ntending

to make Bertram think the order was
acknowledged.

"No, no, no, no! Wait! I don't know
who it isr said Bertram.
"All right; send it over right away!" re¬

iterated rhe voice. Changing the voice, as

if "Central" had interrupted, I called:
"Are you through?"
"No, Central, don't cut us off! Wait.

Give me that man again. Hollo!"
"Ring off!" came the tone of Central.
"Ach, it, Central! It's always the

way!" and he banged the receiver against
the wall with a force that must have di¬
vorced the sensitive little diaphragm from
its magnet.
A loud roar of pent-up laughter greeted

his last ebullition of anger and he sheep¬
ishly withdrew, after being informed that
he was only another victim added to my
long list. C. A. HARTLEY,

88 West 134th st

TWO GREAT ICEBERGS.

One of Them Recently® Seen Was Ten
Miles Long and the Other Over

Nineteen Miles in Extent.

There is one peril of the sea which every
mariner dreads, because, especially in
foggy weather, he is almost powerless to
escape from encountering it, and that is
tire icebergs that ibreak away from the
ri st glacial masses in the Arctics and
are swept by the currents into . track

qerman.^5*CRUELTIES

as
of vessels. They »Te

most common during
the six months begin¬
ning with March or

April, though the cap¬
tain of a vessel which
came Into this port
last week reported a

narrow escape from
one on the way be¬
tween New Ybrk and
Liverpool. The num¬

ber of vessels each
year posted as "lost
with all on board" is

probably greater from this cause than any
other, for when a ship crashes into a

berg the chances are that she will sink
before there is a chance for any boats
to be lowered.
These icebergs, when tbey start on

their course from the polar regions, stand
150 to 200 feet above the water, while tut
submerged part is often from 1,100 to
1,400 feet in thickness. Though these
masses of ice are oft^n miles in extent
when they start for the warmer waters
toward the equator, they, as a rule, are
soon broken up by collisions with each
other and by erosion.
Two great bergs have recently been seen

in the South Pacific, which are probably
among the largest on record. One was
reported by the British ship Coldinghame,
which passed about 200 bergs, one of them
being ten miles in length. The Cutty
Sark. another English ship, sailed for
nineteen miles along a berg. By the action
of the waves it was cut at the water's
edge into coves and caverns of a beautiful
blue color, and a portion of it, while it
was being observed, broke off and turned
bottom upward, showing its submerged
part carved into the most fantastic de¬
signs by the action of the water.
This same vessel, the Cutty Sark, which

trades between London and Australia, had
an exciting experience last September.
She was 40 deg. south latitude, and 2
deg. ^ast, when she encountered a vast
crowd of icebergs In a thick fog, and
when the fog lifted, she found herself
literally surrounded. It came on foggy
again, and at noon the ship nearly ran
Into a berg dead ahead.
"You could hear the sea breaking over

and through them," wrote the captain,
"but could not see them until you were
close on them. Sometimes we heard re¬
ports like big guns, and then rumblings
like thunder." After groping their way
through the crowd the Cutty Sark's men
saw a passage, which, when the fog
lifted, was found to be about a thousand
feet wide, and through it they succeeded
in making their escape.

It would be possible to multiply in¬
definitely such experiences, but here is
one that will illustrate what terrors these
irresponsible monsters of the sea really
are: The John Cooke, of Londonderry,
was in the southern iceberg belt, homeward
bound, when a fog arose which lasted two
days. It suddenly lifted, and th.° aston¬
ished sailors saw. a fex- miles a way, a
full-rigged ship. all her canvas up,
run straight into + e middle of a crow .! of
large icebergs ar disappear. 'What her
name was or fi what port she sailed
was not known i. . never will be.

gians are probably now fighting hi th#
heart of Africa.
The brutalizing occupation of the Euro¬

peans in Afri<
them hum" oeU iWis m

mpnt irt one another. The whole world h;
lately been reading about one iliustrat'
of this fact.
A body of Englishmen, supposed to

the pick of the pioneers of their race i
Africa, being chiefly officers and men of the
military police of the British South Africa
Company, has made a murderous raid into
the Transvaal, one of the few colonies la
Africa that have any claim to respecta¬
bility. It is said that the Boers are

pretty high handed with the natives, but
the fact that there are so many of the
latter left In the Transvaal after so Ions
a period of colonization is in itself a trib¬
ute to their masters.
These Englishmen started out cheerfully

with machine guns and other arms to enter
the territory of a foreign and friendly state
and slaughter the peaceful and unoffending
people. Even the severe defeat they re-

ceived did not .uake them realize that they
had done wrong. Their African experience
had destroyed their moral sense.

It must not be supposed that the defeat
of Jameson's raiders and their shipment to
England has ended the trohble la the more
civilized parts of South Africa. There Is
intense and warlike hostility between the
English and the Dutch elements In Cap<
Colony, the Orange Free State and the
Transvaal. Cable, reports say that both
sides are preparing to fight. There Is a1
ways an abundance of armed men in th'
places. The reports also say that Ger
officers are helping the Boers ajy! . (.
many has promised them mate aid
a possible struggle with the F ash.
Besides this possibility of a general con¬

flagration in South Africa? 'nere is some
hard actual fighting there, fhe Matabeles
have risen again in the British South
Africa Company's territory. They killed
seven white men near Baluwayo, and since
then a much larger number of the natives
have been killed.
The Matabeles are a brave, strong and

fierce race, allied to tne Lulus, who fought
so hard before the devastating British in¬
fluence swept over and beyond their coun¬

try. The Matabel«-s were mowed down in
thousands by Dr. Jameson and his troopers
and machine gvns before their land was

finally conque.-ed for the British South
Africa Company. The remnant of them
will possibly make a hard fight now.

Another element of trouble lies In the
Delagoa Ba^ situation. Under a treaty
England has the first right to purchase
this portion of Portuguese East Africa, if
it should be t-ffered for sale. It lies be¬
tween the Transvaal and the ocean, and
Its "possession vould enable the British to
surround the Boers. The German Emperor,
it is believed, is prepared »o resist by
force this advance of the British.
To the north of Portuguese East Africa

is German East Africa. Dr. Peters, the
late administrator of that territory, Is
now being tried In Berlin for cruelties to
the natives. He hanged men and women
for petty thefts.
In the Indian Ocean, off the east coast

of Africa, is the great island of Madagas¬
car, which the French have Just conquered
after a campaign very deadly to them¬
selves. Lately the natives revolted and
burned a religious mission house and killed
several of its occupants.
A punitive military expedition has just

done its work near Mombasa in British
East Africa.
The British are now occupying Ashantl,

in the interior of Africa, behind the Gold
Coast Colony, and hold King Prempeh a

prisoner.
The French have occupied Timbuctu, *

capital of Eastern Soudan, a myster'
city hitherto known to us chiefly or
count of its comic-opera name.
The Sultan of Morocco Is slaughter!

subjects.
This is but a glimpse of th*

tiift is going on la Ahlae-


